SOME LETTERS OF
of publication, The Masque of Judgment, about which I wrote you a word or two last spring. Doubtless you are overwhelmed with tributes of this questionable kind, yet I am bold enough to hope you will read the book, even if it remains in your mind as a symbol of grotesquely ambitious "first volumes/'
Another copy, properly bound, will be sent on publication, the second week of November. Believe me
Very earnestly yours, WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY.
To Daniel Gregory Mason
SALMAGUNDI CLUB. 14 WEST 12th ST., N. Y.
Nov. 14, 1900. DEAR DAN:
. . . I am pretty lonely here, as Robinson has gone to Hoboken or Spuytenduyvil or somewhere, to live with the goats, and I only see him once a week. For a few days I thought the noise would drive me wild, and I was more than once on the point of fleeing back to the Hermitage, which by comparison seems to the fond eye of memory to deserve its name. There are three hundred
136s. I think
